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It was this year that I begun to build that side of the house towards the church at Thrybcrgh with stone, which was only before laths and rough cast, and to lay the garden walls in lime and sand, and to make them higher, my- father having before encompassed the same ground with a low dry wall. Not but that Sir John Ecresby, my father, was exactly curious in his garden, and was of the first that acquainted that part of England (so far north) with the exactness and nicety of those things—not only as to the form or contrivance of the ground, but as to excellency and variety of fruits, flowers, greens, in which he was rather extravagant than curious, for he placed his pleasure not only innocently but pleasantly in it. All this was of little advantage to me, for though I was at charge of keeping servants to preserve it in my absence and minority, much of it went to ruin and decay, and the form of gardening was so different to what wan used at this day, that it wa's almost as chargeable to me to put the ground into that method and form as to replant it as if it had never been enclosed. I made this summer the jet dean or the fountain in the middle of the parterre, and the grotto in the summerhouse, and brought the water in lead pipes. I then built the north side of the house also with stone, which was rough cast before.
September. About that time died iny poor mother at Beverley,a woman of incomparable wit, judgment, beauty, and of great piety and conduct; only her second marriage was thought not altogether to her advantage. She left living four sons and one daughter by my own father, and two sons by Mr. Moyser; the eldest son died soon after. She lies buried as she desired at Thrybergh, near the ashes of my father, where I have dedicated a small monument to their memories. God prepare me to follow them to that